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fashion. There were still wine-cellars to be rifled. There were
plenty of fine houses in which to hold carousals, and what better
way could new lords of creation find of rejoicing in their lordship
than by staging Christmas drunks in the halls where the lords
of privilege had got so gloriously drunk for so many years before ?
So were arguing the hooligans of the revolution, and we knew that
once they had begun there was every chance of practically every
Red guard and soldier in Petrograd joining in and thereby gi\ing
us the freedom of the city for so long as the supply of wine-cellars
lasted. We were determined to make the utmost use of the oppor-
tunity and arrangements had been made for a first batch of eleven
cadets to be smuggled out of town next evening. I had been round
them all delivering the warnings. Vidiakin was to have the pass-
ports ready on my return and the morning and afternoon of the
next day were to be spent in discovering just how far our hopes of
Christmas relaxation among the soldiers were to be gratified. On
these reports the escape routes would depend.
I was tired and wet. My nerves were a bit on edge after the day's
dodging, and every time a nervous sentry or idle enthusiast let off
his rifle, I jumped. I was beginning to feel the strain. I found myself
thinking I would be the better of a holiday for a few days and
laughed. There was a world war still on and Russia was heaving as
in an earthquake all the way from here to Vladivostok, and I was
dreaming about holidays. I couldn't even get down to the rest
billets for a few days. There was still some good champagne in the
flat. After Christmas the three of us would have a "blind". That
would be our holiday. I longed for Natasha.
When I reached the flat, however, my pessimistic mood soon
went. Eber had come in and they wrere all drinking tea. K-----was
in Ms usual good humour and was making Eber roar with laughter
with his descriptions of the doings at the Flying Corps mess. Eber
stayed with us, chatting and laughing, until eleven, when he went
upstairs to his own flat taking the forged passports for the eleven
cadets with Mm. It had been arranged that he would distribute
them next day just in case I might have attracted on my rounds some
unfriendly neighbour's attention. We knocked out our pipes and
went to our bedrooms.
I always kept a volume of Kipling beside my bed, and I was
trying to fix my attention on the adventures of Rikitikitavy, the
mongoose, when Roy, the wolf-hound who was asleep at the foot of
my bed, started up with a growl. I heard a door bang and then the
maid's voice outside in the corridor :
"Come quick, sir, come quick! There are burglars at the back
door !"